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was only your nature. Very well, I am an enemy
of that nature. I was your mother. I am so no
more. I do not know you. You may remain
in this house if you will. You have the right. I
believe the house is now yours. I will leave it if
you wish. But understand, if you stay and I stay
I do not know you. We remain as strangers/

She beat her hand against her black dress, her
fingers scraping the silk as though her control was
almost exhausted. Yet her eyes, looking beyond
them both into some mysterious distance, seemed
to say: * I am imprisoned here. . These words are
not mine. I do not know who is the speaker/

Francis turned to Judith with a gesture as
though of despair.

* No/ he said, * I will not go like that.    I am
no stranger to you whatever I have done.    You
have borne me, suckled me.    I have lain on your
breast.    Things cannot be ended. . . .'

* Listen  then/ she interrupted quickly.    ' I
was once a girl, very unhappy.    Your father came
and rescued me, fought for me, married me. From
the first moment that I saw him I worshipped him.
I bore him three children.    Now I have but two.
Can   you   understand  that then?    That   .   ,   .
That . . .'

But Judith, furious with what seemed to her the
theatrical falseness of a woman hugging with a sort
of selfish joy the self-inflicted tragedy, broke in:

*  I have something to say in this.    I am a
woman, Sarah, as you are a woman.    I am a child
no longer.    What right have you to fancy your
grief is yours alone?   For a year and more you have